Final Rest?

Let’s not kid ourselves
We walk upon the dead
As theg are li’cera”g beneath our feet.

As a member of the descendant communit9
My heartis heavg
Burdened bg the audacitg, indifference and
Business as usual attitude
Of those
Who ignore the sanctity of whitened bones.

More than a century ago—ancl Presumablg, without clignitg
Native Americans, white orPI'xans, free Blacks, the enslaved and the poor
Found permanent silence

In death as their equal end.

Itis unimaginab!e but all were clumPecl into burial grouncls

And Forgotten‘

We can but imagine
There was no rest in their lives.
We can imagine

Their lives were short-lived.

These men, women and children had breath.
They belongecl to us.
And, we belong to them.

Their final resting Place became a
—burial grouncl,

An unfortunate place of grave solemnity.
P g Y

Now, their eternal rest is being disruptcd
Bbya need for
Modern quarters with forward Facing windows.
This is sPiritual trespass
Of those who onlg found peace
In their death.



Since our dead can not speak for themselves
We must mourn again their movement
Which causes a re[apse of grieg,

A clisru[:)tion of our closure.

The inviolability of
Their eternal rest

Should not bear careless movement.

We can do better.
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